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compoſitus! Non video, inquam, quid habeat in terris Fupi- 

ter pulchrius, fi comvertere animum velit, at pecket 
Catone m. jam part ibus non ſemel fraciit, nibilaminù t inter ru. 
inas publicas erectum. Sen. de Divin. Prov. 
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P R O LE o UB 


By Mur POPE 
Spoken. by Me. v. 


To raiſe the Genius, au fibants.. - 


To make Mankind is ane u bold. 
Live ver each Scene, and whos they bebold:- 


For this the Tragie« Miſe n era the Stage; 
Commanding Ns to firearm theo every Ago 5 
 Thrants no more their Sounge Nature hep, 
And Foes to Virtue wondltrichhexw- a . 
Our Author ſbuns by wwaiguin Sanity e-t0-0000” 
The Here's Glory, or the Virgin's Love 

In pitying Love we but our Weakne/ 1 
And wild Ambition well deſerves 
Here Tears ſhall flow from amore” pak PR 
Such Tears as Pitrives for dyong' Lows+...._ 


* 
— 


wake the Jouty render Irnuenaf ws... 5 


8 DANS 
1 
* — _ 


P1R/O/LOGURE 
He bids your Breaſts with, Anti: 1 | _ we 
And calls forth Roman Drop from Briciſh — 55 = I 
Virtue confeſs'd in human Shape he draws, „N 
Whaz Plato 2 hought,.and Goa. lite —— 5 : Te 
No common Objet? . te your Sight . lars, «Ms 21 > "| 
But what with Pleaſure Haav in it elf n 015. 
A brave Man firuggling in the Storms of Fate, 
And greatly falling with a Faun PM «x6 
While Cato gives bis little Senate Law 4 
What Boſom beats not in his Country's Cauſe ? 

Who fees him act, fl Vies ev Deed? LN 


Who hears him jim groan, a 4 do's not evilh to Sl ß 


Ev'n when proud Cæſar *midf triumphal Cars, 
The Spoils of Nations, and the Pomp of Fas 3d "hk 
Ignobly Vain, and impotently Great, „ 
Sbou'd Rome her Cato Figure drawn in States KA x: 
As her dead Father's rev'rend Image paſt, © 

The Pomp was dar lend, and the Day vercaft, 
The Triumph ceas d. Tears guſs'd from ev'ry He; 
The World's great Victur paſt unheeded e wh] NN 
Her Laſt good Man djetied Rome ader d, ny 199 avs, © 
And bonour'd Czſar's "ſr then Cato's Sword. 
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Britains attend : Be Warth like h approv 4 
And ſhow you have the Virtue to be 9 t. 
With honeſt Scorm the firſt e eee Na = 9 
Rome Pang Aris Fran "_ whom ſbe lala, 3 » 
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Our Scene precarionſly a 11 long 
and N 1 1 bs wo, 
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Be juſtly ON with your own Native Ran” * | KY 
Such Plays alone ſhould pleaſe & Briziſh Ew, 
As Cato's ſelf had as ee r. W n wh 
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Lucius, 4 Senator. 
Sempronius, & Senator. 
Juba, Prince of Numidia. 
Syphax, Geheral of tho Namidians. 
_Portius, 2 . 

n 
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Marcia, Daughter to Cato. Heng w EY 
Lucia, Daughter to Lucius, ial £401 
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SCENE # large Hall in the Governor's Palace of Utica. 
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HE Dawn 1 
And heavily in Clouds & 
The greats — 
Of Cato and of Rom. Our Zur Father 8 YAN al gu 105 4 
Would fill up all the Guilt of - Ciyal re De p oN woq A 
And cloſe the Scene of Blood... Already Caſar en Bun 
Has rava r er d 
Mankind grown thin by his deſtructive d ποπ :,.1. ee v 
Should he go further, Numbers would be —_ HH vs 
To form 12 Battels, and 3 his TE + n 
777 Fool Th 0. nts 5129260 a ene 5A N 
Can look on Guilt ele, Paas. cee, 
In the calm Lights of mild Philoſophy... e e 25 2 
I'm tortured, ev'/n to Madnef) when I chin 12 170 N 15.1 
On the pug Py — ume he amen oil dus 488 10 
Phar ſalia riſes to my View- n . 1 Nil 1071 
— 51 E 


OTAD 1 


vr 


k 
; 92 71. 2 . * 
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2930 ban —— praneing o o'er the Field 
with Romeis, Gitizens, and drench'd in Sl 
HR ag 105 Hoofs wet with-Patrician Blood. 


Oh Portius, is there not ſome choſen Curle, 
Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav'n, 
Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaſt the, Man —_— 
Wh owes his Greatneſa to his Country's Ruin? Sa. © 
Po. 1 Believe me, Marcus, tis an impious G 5 


nd mixt with too much Horrour to. be enyy'd:. ke 

ow does the Luſtre of our Father's Actions, 

Through the dark! Cloud of llls that cover him, 

Break out, and. burn with more criumphant Br ee 
e 

Greatly u e he t u . 

Of H N Virtues Liberty, and Rams. 

His Sword ne'cr fell but on the Guilty Head, 

Oppreſſion, Tyranny,..and. Pow's uſurp . 

Draw all the Vengeance of his Arm upon em. 
Mare. Who knows netthis? But what can i 

Againſt a World, a baſe degenerate World, 

court's the Voke, and bovs the Neck to ee 


1 
Pent up in Utica he vainly forms 
A poor Epitome of Roman Greatneſs, 


And, cover'd with Numidian Guards, diredts 
A feeble Army, and an empty Senate, e 
Remnants of mighty Battels be in vain. | erp 
By Heav'ns, ſacks] s, join d with ſuch Succeſs, 
Diſtra& my very Soul: Our Father's Fortune 
| Wou'd almoſt tempt us to renounce his P | 
| Por. Remember what our Father oft has rod us : Fn 
= . The Ways ofiHeav'n are dark and intricate. „ 
| Puzzled in Maaes, and perplext with e | 4 N 
| Our Underftanding traces em in vain, 
8 — ad bewilder' — ear 8 a 
; or ſecs with how much Art it een 4447 
1 Key where tlie tegulat n 21g ny 
' | f | Marc. 
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nd Life, it grows N 


arms ev'ry Vein 5 A 


And breaks the 8 of his Native T e c 
© COPF Ga Gu arher's bright Example. | 0003950 "288 1 
He _ our Siſter Marcia, 2 loves ber, ne M. ; 
His Eyes, his Looks, his Actions all betray ite 
But ſtill the ſmother d Fondneſs burns within Him. 

When moſt it ſwells and labours for a Vent, "2x it 
Then Senſe of Honour ard Defire of Fame © 
Drive the big Paſſion back into his Heart. ot 
What! ſhall an F/ricen, ſhall Fuba's Heir 22 HG SH 
Reproach great Cato Son, * en the World + 1 5 * 
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Marcus wou 


4 CA 0 


A Virtue wanting in a Roman Soul? 
Marc. Portiut, no more] your Words ſeave Stings behind e 


When-ec're did or did Portius, ſhow. 
A Virtue that has caſt me at a Diſtance, | 
And thrown me out in the Putſuits of Honour? 
Por. Marrur, I know thy ou Temper well; 
Fling but th* Appearance of Diſhonour on it, 
It ſtrait takes Fire, and mounts into a Blaze. 
Marc. A Brother's Suff rings claim a Brother's Pity. 
Por. Heavin knows I pity thee: Behold my Eyes 
Ev'n whilſt I ſpeak. Do they not ſwim in Tears? 
Were but my Heart as naked to thy View, | 
Ia ſee it bleed in his Behalf. | 
Marc. Why then doſt treat me with Rebukes, inſtead 
Of kind condoling Cares and friendly Sorrow? 
Por. O Marcus, did I know the Way to caſe 
Thy troubled Heart, and mitigate thy Pains, 


Ins, believe me, I could die to do it. 

Marc. Thou beſt of Brothers, and thou beſt of F bend 
Pardon a weak diſtemper*d Soul, that ſwells 
With ſudden Guſts, and ſinks as ſoon in Calms, 
The Sport of Paſſions: But Sempronius comes: 
He muſt not find this Softnels hanging on n x] bea 


& ITE 


SCENE u. 


Sempronius /olus. * 

1 no en. ſhou d be form'd 

Than executed. What means Portius here? 
T like not that cold Youth. I muſt diſſemble, 
And ſpeak a Language foreign to my Heart. 

Sempronius, Portius. 

Semp. Good Morrow Portius let us once embrace, 
Once more embrace; whilſt yet we both are fre. 
To-Morrow / ſhou d we thus expreſs our F riendſhip, 


Each mig ght receive a Slave into his Arms; | 


That bears down Rome, ber Goda, before it, ty 114 a8 $4 
Or muſt at length give up the World to Cæ r. 
Semp. Not all the Pomp and Maj 7 hn 


mp of Rome 

Cin raiſe her Senate more than — — 

His Virtues render our Aſſembly awful, * x 
9 5 


They ſtrike with ſomething like religious 
And make ev'n Ce/ar-tremble at the Head 
Of Armies fluſh'd with Conqueſt: O my Portias, 
Could I but call that wondrous Man my Father, 
Wou'd but thy Siſter Marcia be propitious or 
To thy Friend's Vows: I might be bleſ#d indeed! 
Por. Alas! Sempronius, wou dſt thou talk of Love 
To Marcia, whilſt her Father's Life's in Danger? 
Thou might'ſt as well court the pale trembling Veſtal, 
When ſhe beholds the holy Flame expiri 
Semp. The more I ſee Wonders of thy Race, 
The more I'm charm'd. Thou muſt take heed, my Portius! 


1 pd . 
* 2 - 


The World has all its Eyes on Cars's Son. 
Thy Father's Merit ſets t | 
_ 8 in the — t of Light, 

o make irtues or thy Faults conſpicuous. . 
Por. Well doſt thou fore rocheck my Lingring here 


up to View, / 


On this important Hour ll ſtrait away, 
And while the Fathers of the Senate meet. / i} aw Mid» nd 
In cloſe Debate, to weigh th'Rvents of War, '' + 
I'll animate the Soldier's drooping Courage, tA 
With Love of Freedom, and Contempt of Life. And 
Il chunder in their Ears their Country s Cauſe. 


And try to rouſe up all that's Romas in em. 
Tis not in Mortals to command Succeſu, ba 3 
But we'll do more, Sempronius ; we'll deſerve it. (Exit. 


To Rome's firſt Honovirs. If I give up Cato, . 


With what 4 dreadful Courſe he ruſhes on 


nv; 7 y : 4 a ; 


th oh bob oath t tis 


ae W907 1390 en 12% 407 Net! ou 123 10H 

Curſe on the Siri ting! ads © Aird 

Ambitiouſly — 2 But T wonder K > JA 

Old Syphax _- tor ; his Numidian — b 
tle 


Is ke 1 diſpoſed hief, were a dt - 
And eager on it; but he muſt be ſpurr d. ere 18 it) 
And evry Moment quickned to the Courſe,” MN 
Cato has s uſed me 111* He has refufed voy ett Tee ti 
His Daughter Marcia to my ardent Vows. 15 1 bl 


Beſides, his baffled Arms and ruined Cauſe 2 21. ; 
Are Barrs to my Ambition. Cæſar v — 2 ˙ 1 nt 
That ſhow'rs down Greatneſs on his Friends, will riſe me N 


I claim in my Reward his vj ro n l dd n 
But Baur. comes * ; n.001 


e n eee eee 
8 0 * 1 E my 5 ene , vt Ain 
ens eee "any wha 


Spb. 1 1, all is ready, i. ken e eat blo) 
I've ſounded my — Man by __ „ 
And find em ripe for a Revolt: They all ” 
Complaſty aloud of Cato Diſcipline, 
And wait but the Command to change their Maſter, 
Kmp. Believe me, Spbax, there's. — to waſte 
Ev'n whilſt we ſpeak, our deere e, comes oa, 
And gathers Ground upon us Moment. e 8! elk » 
Alas! thou know'ſt — „ 


From War to War? In vain has Nature form'd <Y 0 


Mountains and Oceans to oppoſe bis'Paſlagez - | 1 

He bound's o'er all, victorious in his March, % COT 

The Alpes and Pyreneans ſink before him: Nos Auf & 
gh Winde, and Waves, and Storms, he wor rhe is m 

pa- 


Impatient for the Battel: One Day e : 
—— the Victor thundring at our Gates. 


But tell me, haſt thou yet drawn o'er young ae? 
That ſtill wou'd recommend thee an | 


72 —— Alas! be's lotet vr Boe © TED 
He's loſt, z all his Haas hx + | 
Gebe 2, 
67212 Inſtant I expect him here) * ot 

{| can ſubdue thoſe ſtubborn Pri bn. 13-25 is I'8 

Of Faith, of Honour, and I know not i 1 7 
That have corrupted his Namidien I Ht 
— yn ati A 

ure to upon evry n x \ 

aba Surrender, fince his Father's 1 De 
ould give up Africk into Ceſer's Hang  . ; 
And make him Lord of half the burning Zobe. N v8] 


Syph. But is it true, Sempremiut, 2 
Is call'd together? Gods Thou muſt be cautious! 
Cato has piercing Eyes, and will diſcern © 
Our Frauds, unleſs they're cover d thick with Art. 
Semp. Lee me alone, — LII conceal 
My Thoughts in Paſſion (tis the ſureſt way z) 
I'll bellow out for Rome and ſor my Country, ' . +, 
And mouth at Cæ ſar till I ſhake the — vis Fes 6 


Your cold H iſieꝰs a ſtale Device, 3 be A 
A worn-out Trick: Wouldſt thou be thought in * ny 
Cloath thy wry Zeal in Rage, in Fire, in Fury rei 
Hob. Inu tr be chou'rr able to inſtru Greg n. 
And teach the wily African Deceit! A 


Semp. Once more, bo fr roy ty Silt on Jos. 2 bak 
P N 1h 


Inflame the Mutiny Ys and underhand Sets. + art 19 
Blow up their Diſcontents, till — n 
Unlook'd for, and diſcharge 2— * 
Remember, Syphax, we muſt work in Haſte ee: 
O think what anxious Moments paß has n 2% oF 


i 0 AT 0. 

The Birth of Plots, and their laſt fatal Periods, | 

Oh! 'tis a dreadful Interval of Time, eee 
Fill'd up with Horror all, and big with Death! 
Deſtruction hangs on ev'ry Word we ſpeak, © 
On ev'ry Thought, till the concluding: Stroke 
Determines all, and cloſes our Deſign.” © tuns 


Sy phax ſolus.. 


Il try if yet I can reduce to Reaſon * 
This head - ſtrong Youth, and make him ſpurn at cube 

The Time is ſhort, Ceſar comes ruſhing on us— = 
But hold! young Fuba ſees me, and approaches. | 


CENE. W. 


N Syphax. - 


ub. Syphax, th joy to meet thee thus alone. 
I have obſerved of late thy Looks are fall'n, | 
Ofercaſt with gloomy Cares, and Diſcontent t: 
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me, 
What are the Thoughts that knit thy 'Brow in Frowns, | | 
And turn thine Eye thus coldly on thy Prince? 
$yph. 'Tis not my Talent to conceal my Thoughts, 
Nor carry Smiles and Sun-ſhine in my Face, G 
When Diſcontent ſits heavy at my Heart. | 
I have not yet ſo much the Romas in nme. 
Fub. Why do'ſt thou caſt out ſuch ungen'rous Terme 
Againſt the Lords and Sov'reigns'of the World? 
Doſt thou not ſee Mankind fall down before em, 
And own the Force of their Superior eee 


Is there a Nation in the Wilds of Africk, | of) een 
Amidſt our barren Rocks and burning — A ny wold 
That does not tremble at the Roman Name?? 
$yph. Gods! where's the Worth that ſets this People up 497 
Above = own Numidia's Ferway Sobst- „in eee 


c 


27 = 2 I 
ide's in Troops th embattled Elephant 
4 web Ward Theſe, theſe are Arts, my Prince, 


which your Lama does not to Rome. 
Fub. Theſe all are Virtues of a meaner Rank, 
Perſections that are placed in Bones and Nerves. +34 (3 
A Roman Soul is bent on higher Views: © | of — 
With W iſdom, Diſcipline, and lib'ral Arts * 


Th'Embelliſhments of Life: Virtues like ;c\ 
Make Human Nature ſhine, reform the Soul, | =. 
Spb. Patience kind Heav'ns!—Excuſe an old Man's warm 


What are theſe wond'rous civilizing Arts, | a 
This Roman Poliſh, and this ſmooth Behaviour, tk Tb 


That render Man thus tractable and tame? 

Are they not only to diſguiſe our Paſſions, | 
To ſet our Looks at variance with our Thoughts, 
To check the Starts and Sallies of the Soul, 
And break off all its Commerce with the Tongues 
In ſhort, bo Fogg us into other Creatures TIF 
Than what our Nature and the Gods deſign'd us? bell 
Jub. To ſtrike thee Dumb: Turn up thy Eyes to Cat? 
There may ſt thou ſee to what a Godlike Height | A 447 
The Roman Virtues lift up mortal! Man. 


#F 
4 a 


While good, and juſt, anxious for his Friends, 11 
He's ſtill ſeverely bent againſt himſelf; 103 61 
Renouncing 8 and Reſt, and Food, and Eaſe, 
He ſtrives with Thirſt and Hunger, Toil and Heat: 


| C Wh: 


The Pomps and Pleaſures that his Soul can with, 1 
His ri 3 4 Virtue will accept ef none. 
Spb. Believe me, Prince, there's not an African 
That traverſes our vaſt Numidian Deſarts 
In queſt of Prey, and Jives upon his Bow, 

But better practiſes theſe boaſted Virtues. 

Coarſe are his Meals, the Fortune of the Chaſe, 
Amidſt the running Stream he {lakes his Thirſt, 


| Toil's all the Day, and at th' approach of Night 


On the firſt friendly Bank he throws him down, 
Oc reſis his Head —— a Rock till Morn: 
Then riſes freſh, purſues his wonted Game, 
And if the following Day he chance to find 
A new Repaſt, or an untaſted Springs, 
Bleſſes his Stars, and thinks it Luxury. 

Jub. Thy Prejudices, Jypbau, won't diſcern 
What Virtues grow from ignorance and Choice, 


— 96 how _ __ ; war om _ Brute. 
ut grant that others cou d i equal Glory a Nan bar 
Look down on Pleaſures and the Baits ee, [.va6" 


Where ſhall we find the Man that bears Afflicion, dell 55 3441 5 


Great and Majeſtick in his Grieis, like Cato? 


Heav'ns, with what Stresgth, what Steadineſs of Mind, | 
He Triumphs in the midſt of all his Suffering??? 
How does he riſc againſt a Load of Woes, | 
And thank the Gods that throw the Weight upon bim! * 
Hob. Tis Pride, rank Price, and Haughtineſs of Soul 
I think the Romans call it Staiciſm. | 
Had not your Royal Father thought ſo highly 
Of Roman Virtze, and of Care's Cauſe, Ai o 
He had not fall'n by a Slave's Hand inglorious: | £65411 | 
Nor would his ſlaughter'd Army now have lain 
On Africk's Sandi, disfigur'd wich their Wounds, 


To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Namidia 


Fub. Why do ſt thou call my Sorrows up afreſh? 
My Father's Name brings Tears into my Eyes. 
* Oh, that you'd 7d pro by your Father's ills! 


7 


c 


" 1 * 
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550. Abandon Cato. | 4h 
Fub. Syphax, I chou d e 8 
By ſuch a bon od 1 
Hob. Ay, there's the Tie tl binds you! = 
You long to call him Father,” Marcia; Chants 
Work in Heart unſsen, and plead ot C. ; 
No won er you are deaf to all I ſay. 5 Ar > 2ull 5 
Jiu. Syphax, yon 3 — en 
I've hitherto permitted it to ra 5 us qu . 


And talk at large; but learn- to keep it i ee en, 128 

Leaſt it ſhould 44 more Freedom chan Fll give 3 2.4 15 
$yph. Sir, your — wo} — . 
Alas, he's Dcad! \ 


The render Sorrows, and the 1 

The fond Embraces, and rol Nora, 

Which ou-drew from him 3, Pp 

Still muſt I cheriſh the dear ſad Remembranec;. 

= Dir pleaſe my Soul: EY 

of King wrung 

(His Eyes bin fl f 05 Par 5 e 

rithee be careful of my e Grief 

Swell'd up ſo high he could not utter more. 

Fu6. Alas, thy Story melts a my-Soul. 

That beſt of Fathers! how ſhall I-diſcharge 

1 and N | 

aying up his Councils in Heart. bn 
L 46. Hi CITI one i= fowl] 

| 4 Syphex, chide me in ſevereſt Tens 1 

Vent all thy: Paſſion, and Fl ſtand its ſhocks. 

Calm and unruffled as'a Summer-Sea, 

When not aBreath.of Wind flies O er its Surface, 
Hob. Alu, my Prince, TE gpige ou to your 8 
Jub. I do belieye thou wo dit; tell me how? 
99 'Fly from the Pate chat follows Gofle's Too” 
Jub. M Father ſcorn'd to doit. | 
8 — _ ” 

2 


2 C 0. 


Better to die ten rhouſand eee , 

wound my Honour. 

pb. Rather ſay your Love. | Oey 

25 Hybar, Tye promis d to 1 my Tespe. 
7 vilt thou urge me to a Flame, 

I long have ſtifled, and wou d fain conceal? 

$yph. Believe me, Prince, tis hard to conquer Love, 

But caſe to divert and break its Force: 

Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond Miſtreſs 

Light up another Flame, and put out this. 

The glowing Dames of Zame's Royal Court | 

Have Faces Aoſhe with more exalted Charms. 

The Sun, that rolls his Chariot o'er their Heads, 

Works up more Fire and Colour in their Cheeks: 

Were you with theſe, my Prinee, you'd ſoon forget 

The pale unripen'd Beauties of the North. 

F#6. Tis not a Sett of Features, or Complexion, 
The Tincture of a Skin, that I admire. heh 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, 

Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senſe. 

The virtuous Marcia tow'rs above her Sex: 

True, ſhe is fair, (Oh, how divinely fair!) 

But ſtill the lovely Maid improves her Charms 

With inward Greatneſs, unaffected Wiſdom, 

And Sanctity of Manners. Cato's Soul _ 

Shines out in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 

While winnin Mildneſs and attractive Smiles 
 Dwell.in her s, and with becoming Grace 
often the Rigour of her Father's Virtues. 5 

Hob. How does your Tongue Fon wanton in her Praiſe 
But on my es 1 deg you wou' conſider—— 


Tuer Marcia and Lucia. . 


Jub. Hah! Soha, it not ſhe !—She moves this wer: 
And with her Lucia, Lucius fair Daughter, „ 
* FR Heart bears thick I prichec N. a leave me. 
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Syph. Ten thouſand Curſes faſten on rm both | | 0 
Undo, — been lab ring all ——— & 


Juba, Marcia, Lock. 


Hail charming Maid, how does th 
aire and make cv'n dacs ohy Beawe 
At Sight of cher mp Furs Gabe4 off is Shraguye 
| I feel a Dawn of Joy break in upon me, 

And for a while Nr 

Mr. | ſhou d be gricy'd, d, young Prince, inet think my Price 

Unbent your T 4 2 
While, warm with 
Threatens aloud, and ls you to the Field. 

Jub. O Marcia, let me hope thy kind Concerns 
And gentle Wiſhes follow me to Barrel! hs 2/4 NO 
The Thoug ih and Mende e Vigourco my Arg n 
Add Strength and Weight to my Sword. 


Props, and Wikſhes always that atrend 
Tix f F Gd of che Carle of Virtue, 
And Men approv d of by the Gods and Cato. 
b. That Juba may deſerve _ pious Carcs, 
1 ene F oo on £41cwt rg 
Tranſplanting, one by one, into my Life | he ans 
His bright Perfe&ions, "ill I ſhane like him. 
Marc. My Father never at a Tume like this 
Wou d lay out his great Soul in * and waſte 
Such 1 1228 
Jub. fs are juſt, 
Thou 4 2 Ill haſten to my Troops, 
And fire their lan Said Souls with Cato's Virtue, 
I ere I lead * to the Field, when all 
The War ſhall Rand in its juſt Array, 
And dreadful Pomp: will | think on thee! 
O lovely Maid, Then will I think on Thee! 


ter, our victorious Foce 
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(| And, in the ſhock-of charging Hoſts, remember 
bf What glorious Derby Race the Nan, who hopes | 
A For Marcia's Love. al 
i Lic. Marcia, you're too ſeyere: NE 
How cou d you chide che young good-natured Prince, 
And drive him from you — lo ſtern an Air, 
A Prince that loves and dotes on you to Death * 
Mar. Tis therefore, Zacin, that I chide him fromme. 
His Air, his Voice, his Looks, and honeft Soul e e 
Speak all ſo movingly in his Behalf © _ TO. 
l dare not truſt my felf to hear him calk. - | e nah 
Tuc. Why will you fight againſt ſo Ber Paſſion, ES 
| And ſee! your Heart to fuctr x World of CHarm g . 
Mar. How, Zacin, wou dſt thou have me fink away 
In pleaſing Dreams, and loſe my ſelf in Love, 
When ev'ry moment Cate s Life's at Stake? | 
Ceſar comes arm d with Terror and Re 
And aims his Thunder at my Father's He 
Shou d not the ſad Occaſion ſwallow up 
Muy other Cares, and draw them all into it? 

Luc. Why have not I this Conſtan _— Mind, | | 
Who have ſo many Griefs'to try its Force? 
Sure, Nature form'd me of her ſofteſt Mould, 
Enfeebled all my” Soul with tender Paſſhons, - 
And ſunk me ev'n below my — een 
Pity and Love, by turns, oppreſs my Heart. 

| Mar. Lucis, disburthen all — Cares on me, 
'8 And let me ſhare thy moſt retired Diftreſs, 
'' Tell me who raiſes th this Conflict in thee? 
(i Luc. I need not bluſh to name them, when I tell thee 
They're Marcia's Brothers, and the Sons of Cato. 
Mar. They both dchold thee with their Sifter's Eyes: 
And often have reveal'd their Paſſion to me. 
But tell me, whoſe Addreſs thou favour'ſt moſt: i 
I long to know, and yet | dread to hear it 
Luc. Which is it Marcie wiſhes for? 4 
_ For * 


* 
q * . . 4 LEY 
CAN 0: 


et for both—The Youths have equal Share” 


1 Wiſhes, and divide their Sitter: 
But tell we which of them is L Choice? _ 

Luc. Marcie, 
But in my 
Thou know'ſt it is a blind and fooliſh Paſhon, * 
Pleas'd and diſguſted with it knows not what. 

Mar. O Lacie, Im , O tell me which 
I muſt hereafter call my Brother ? 

Luc. Suppoſe 
O Portius, thou haſt ton away my Soul! 
With what a | Teniderneſs be loves! 
And breath's the ſofteſt, the fincereſt Vows! 
Complacency, und Truth, and matily Sweetnefs 


Dwell ever on his Tongue, and ſmooth his Thoughts. | 49) 


Marcus is over- warm, his fond Complaints 

Have ſo much Earmeſtneſi and Paſſion in 10095 
I hear him with a ſecret kind of Dread, ER 
And tremble at his Vehemence of T 


He ſends out all his Soul in ev'ry Word, 


tad thinks, rad rally, ant locks Hr inp pr 


Unbappy Youth how wall 
Bohm! 


Tempeſts and Storms in his 
I dread the — — ny 
Luc. Lou ſeem to plead | 
Againſt your Brother Portins ——— 
Mar. Heav'n forbid! 
Had Portius been the unſucceſsful "rv 
The ſame Com n wou'd have fall'n on him. 
Luc. Was ever Virgin Love diſtreſt like mine / 
Portius himſelf oft falls in Tears before me, 
As if he mourrfd his Rival's ill Succeſs, 
Then bids me hide the Motions of my Heart, 
Nor ſhow which Way it turne. So much he fears 


= 
> 
* 
2 


both are high in my Eſteem, 
wit thou make we range in? 


Mar. Alas poor Youth! how can'ſt thou 3 hink fromthe? 
Lacie, thou know'ſt not half the Love he bears thee ; | 
Whene'er he ſ of thee, his Heart's in Flames, 


++ | 


'rwere Portis, cou'd you blame my Choice? 


'T 
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of Woe, 
Born to afflict my Marcia's F partly FT 
And ſow Diſſention in the Hearts of Brothers, 
Tormenting Thought ! it cuts into my Soul. 

Mar. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our Sorrows, 
But to the Gods permit th'Event of Things. | 
Our Lives, diſcolour'd with our preſent Woes, 
May ſtill grow bright, and ſmile with happier — 


So the pure limpid Stream, when foul with Soains- — 


Of ruſhing Torrents, and deſcending Rains, 
Work's' it ſelf clear, and as it runs, refines; 
Till by Degrees, the floating Mirrour ſhines, 
Refle&s each Flow'r that on the Border grows, 
And a new Hern in n e 0 | 
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ACT a : SCENE 2 
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5 "OM 
RO All arrives an bears wa 
Let us remember we r a 
| And act like Men who claim that glorious Title. 1 8 244 
Luc. Cato will ſoon be here, and open to us 
Meeting. Heark be comes! | 12 


Th' Occaſion of our 
May all the Guardian Gods of Rowe direct him! 1 7 
* aue Cato. as 17 Jas coll 
FT 5 is. 4 WI3 K via 
Caro. Fathers, we once again are met in = Connell 


her, 
And Rome attends her Fate from our Reſolyes : 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpiring Man ? 
Succeſs ſtill follows him, and backs Crimes 
_ Pharſalia gave him Rome; Egypt has ſince _ 
Receiv'd his Yoke, and the v Nile is Ceſar 
Why ſhould I mention Fube's Overthrow, 

And Scipio's Death ? 8 Sands 

Still ſmoak with Blood. Tis time we decree 

What Courſe to take. Our Foe advances on us, 

And envies us cy'n Libya's ſultry Deſarts. 

Fathers, pronounce your Thoughts, are they till fixt 

To hold & 60 out, and fight it co the laſt ? 

Or are your Hearts ſubdu d at length, ene | 
By Time and ill Succeſs to a Submiſſion k vat , 


Sempronius ſpeak. 


Ceſar's Approach has ſummon'd us toget 


* 
* 


D Semp. 


nw | e 1 0. 


My Voice i is ſtill for War. 
Gods, can a Reman Senate long debate 
Which of the two to ehuſe, Slav ry esch! * 
No, let us Fife at once, A eur Swords, © 
And, at the Head of durYemathing Troops, 

Attack the Foc, break through ha thick Array 

Of his throng'd Legions, — charge home upon 

Perhaps ſome Arm, more — by chai the 8 
May reach his Heart, and free orld from Bondage. 
Riſe, Fathers, =o tis Rome demands your Help; 
Riſe, and reve ber ſlaughter'd Citizens, 

Or ſhare their Fate: Thi: Loipe of half her Se 

Manure the 4+ "of The aly, while ve n 8 
Sit here, delib' rating in co Id De bates, * | 


If we ſhould ſacrifice our Lives to + 

Or Wea? them out in Setyitutte and Chains. 
Rouſe up for Shame! bur Brothers of Phar/alis 
Point at their Wounds, and cry aloud——To Battel ! 
Great Pompey's Shade complain's that we are flow,, 
us. 


And Scipio's Ghoſt walk's unrevenged amongſt 
Cato. Let not a Torrent of im tuous Zeal © 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the Bounds of Reaſon: 
True Fortitude is ſeen in great Exploit? 
That Juſtice warrant' s, and that Wiſdom guide a, 
All elſe is tow ring Frenzy and Diſtraction. 
Are not the Lives of thoſe, Ho draw the S wd 
In Rome's Defence, entruſted to our Care? : 
Should we thus lead ther tö 2 Field of 'Slaugh 8 
Might not th' impartial World with Reaſdn (ay 

We laviſht at our Deaths the Blood of Thouſand I 

To grace our Fall, and make our Ruin glorious ** 
Taciut, we next would know what'syout Opinion, 

Luc. My Thoughts, Imuſt conftfs, are turn d on Peace. 
Already have our Quarrels fill'd the World 
With Widows ahd With Orphans: He 1 mourn's _ 


Our guilty Wars, and Fart rem egions 
Lie half unpcopled by the Feuds of Rowe : 88 


urge 
m b Revenge wild Def} 

— po RE TEN IN 11228 
A Ken 
Alcady fans re Gee LT OS ee 
Now let us ſhow F̃upmiſſion bo, | 
We took up Arms, not to hes. 
M "= 
rms have no furt r Country's Cauſe, 4 
. 12 


That drew our oo 5 now wreſts 
And bid's us Sight a e 
n | L his [17 24 
Is done e 4 441 7 
If Rome muſt Ell that we arc 
Semp. This ſmooth Diſcourſe ; 
Conceal a Trayror—— Somet 
All is not right—Gare, beware 
Cato. Let us appear nor 
Immod'rate Valour ſwell's j 1 *. 2 F N 


And Fear, admitted into ick Councils, f 
Betray's lie Treaſon, hay em boch. f 
CO, I cannot ſee that 


Win © wn thus deſp'rate. We be see ea „ N ol 
8 our Walls are 4 eyur'd ch Toll G 
Africk's Hee 4 2 on d to the Sun 4 

N þ pays ingdom lie's behind us, ET * 
Ready to riſe at its young a Pres Gal 161 
Wil chere u fl diſtruſt ee, nou 
But wait at leaſt ti 225 near Approach | 440 
Force us to yield, 'Twill'never be too late if! 
To ſue for Chains, and own a Conqueror. 
Why ſhould Rome fall a age ere her time? 4 
No, let us draw her Tetm of Freedom out ral l 41 

; In its full Length, nt . mo 
21 2 


80 ſhall we gain 


0 4 ＋ O. 


ſtill one Day's Liberty 3 

And let me periſh, but, in Catd's Judgment, 
A Day, an Hour of virtuous. Liberty, = 
Is worth a whole Ad in Bondage. 


Enter Marcus, 


Marc. Fathers: this Moment as I watch'd the Gates, 
Lodg'd on my Poſt, a Herald is arrived 
From C2/8r's Camps and with him comes old Decius, 
The Roman Knight; he carry's in his Looks 
Impatience, an demands to ſpeak with Cato. 

Caro. By your Permiſſion, Fathers, bid him enter. 

[Exit Mean 

Deciur was once my Friend, but other Proſpetts | _ 
Have looſed thoſe Ties, and bound him faſt to Ceſer. 42 


His Meſſage may l our Reſolves. 


Euter Decius. 
— 1101 , 7 

Dec. Cæſar ſends Health, to eee 

Cato. Could he ſend it 
To Cato's ſlaughter d Friends, it would be welcome. | 
Are not your Orders to addreſs the Senate? ob 

Dec. Buſineſs is with Cato: Ceſar ſce's _ 
The Streights to which. you're driv n, and as a. es 
Cato's high Worth, is anxious for his Life. 

Cato. My Life is grafted on the Fate of Rome : 
Would he ſave Cato? Bid him ſpare his . 
Tell your Dictator this, and tell him Cato : 
Diſdain's a Life, which hehas Pow r to offer. 

Dee. Nome and Hes Senators ſubmit to Cæſar "M 
Her Gen'rals and: her Conſule are no more, WS 
Who check'd his Conqueſts, and denied his Triumphs. | 
Why will not Gate: be this Ce/ar's Friend? 

Cato. Thoſe 170 7e Ops 1 ſt urged, a ir. ned 
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Dee. Cato, Tye Ordets to hgh 
And reaſon with you as from Friend to Friend: 
Think on che Storm that gather's fee your Head, 

Sill may you high in your Country's Honours, 
Do but comply, and make your Pegce with Ceſar. - 
Rome will rejoice, and caſt its Eyes on oy. 


As on the Second of Mankind. | i _ 
Cato. No more 1 {0 donn 

I 2 not think of Life oo ſuch Conditions: - 4 N 14 
ec. Cæſar is well acquainted with pe Virtues, 1.0 

And t ſets this . * on your 11 
Let him bu know the Price of clit fern 0 
And name your Terms. | | * 
Cate. Bid him disdand his Legion.. 


Reſtore the COmmon- wealth 0 Liberty, 101 go greek! 
Submit his Actions to the Publick Cediure, Nen Melee 
And ſtand the Judgment of a Romas Senate. 

Bid him do this, and Caro is his Friend. 

Dec. Cato, theWorld talk's loudly nl ecremploye 
Cato. Nay more, cho · Cares Veiel v lb Way 
To clear the Guilty, and to varniſh Crimes, 

My ſelf will mount che Roſffrum in his Favour, - D „ 
And ſtrive to gain his Pardon from the People. | | » 

Dec. A Stile like this becomes a Cong A 

Cato. Derius, aStile like this become a Reman. 915908 u 

Dec. What is a Roman, that is Cars Foe mf 2 4165 


Cato. Greater than Ceſar, he's a Friend to wo Vier: | 
Dec. Conſider; Cato, you're in Urs; ee 
And at the Head of your own lecke Senate; 


| You don't now thunder in the Capisoll 
With all che Mouchs of Rems to ſecond you n N 
Cato. Let him conſider Thatwho drives us bite? ob 
'Tis Ceſ#''s Sword A $1263 06 vo 
And thinn'd its Ranks. Alas, thy dawated" Bye i wrt! i 
Bchold's this Man in a falſe glaring Light, 11 3 
Hh eesti upon u, TE”; 


22 DOT. 
Didſt thou but view him right, fre 
With Murder, Treafon; Sacrit 1 
That ſtrike my Soul with Horror, but to name 

I know thou look'ſt on me; as on a Wretch 
Beſet with Ilis, and cov rt d with Misfortuges x 
But, by the Gods I ſwear, Millions of Worlds 
Shou'd never buy the to be like that , i 
a _ Cato ſend this e oy Czfar, 

or all his gen'rous Cares, and proffer d Friendſhip? 
Cato. Hed Cares for me are 4 — and vain: 

Preſumptuous Man! The Gods tuke Care of Cato. 
Wou'd Cæſar ſnow the Greatneſd of his Soul, 

Bid him employ: his Care fot theſe my Friends, 
And make good ule of tus ill-gotten Pow] r. 
By ſheltring Men much better than hinaſelf, 


P 


Dec. Your high unconquer'd Heart make's you forge 


That you're a Man. You ruſh on your Deſteudtion. 
But I have done. When I relate hereafter 
The Tale of this unhappy Embaſſie 


All Rome will be in Tess. [Eu Decius. 


Semp. Cato, we thank thee, 
The mighty Genius of Immortal Rome 
Speak's in thy Voice, thy Soul breath's Liberty: 
Ceſar will ſhrink to hear the Words thou uttei'ſt, 
And ſhudder in the midſt of all his Conqueſts. 
Lud? The Senate own's its Gratitude to Cato, 
Who with ſo great a Soul conſult's its Safety, 
And s our Lives, while he neglect's his own: 
Semp. Semprontus give's no Thanks on this Account. 
Lucius ſeem's fond of Life; but what is Life? 
Tis not to ſtalk about, and draw frefh Air 
From time to time, or Eibe upon the Sun z 
*Tis to be free. When Liberty is gone, 
Life grow's inſipid, and has loſt its Reliſh: 
O cou'd my dying Hand but lodge à Sword 
In Cæſar's Boſcm, and revenge my Country, 


F 
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By Heav'ns I cu dener the Pang of Death, | 4 
. And Smile in 12 ; 1 200k 
Lac. Others a4 TY 

May ſerve their C - with ag warm 2 zel Mott fe 

Tho' tis not kindled into ſo much Rage. MOOT. 


Semp. This (ber Cad i « mighty Vene 
yore ne | 5 
0 me no more, Semproniac, | 
All here are Friends to Nam. and to each other... 1 48 
Let us not weaken ſtill the weaker Side: e 
By our Diviſions. B 
Semp. Cato, my Reſentments 
Are ſacrificed to Rome————lI ſtand reproyed. : 
Cato. Fathers, tis time you come to a Reſolve, © 


Lac. Cato, we all go into your Opinion. mu 
| cs ar's Behaviour 1 | 8 
e ought to hold it out till Terms arrive. ** 
. We ought to bold it out till Death : but, Cat, +: 


private Voice is drown'd amid the Senate's, 
1 Then let us riſe, my Friends, and frive en 0d 
This little Interval, this Pauſe of Lies : 
"While yet our Liberty and Fates are doubrful) ) 
ich Reſolution, Friendſhip, Remen Braviry, = 
And all the Virtues we can crowd into its Lac 


That Heav'n may ſay, it ought to \be prolong. 


Foy rs i 


. 


i Tim Juba, the Roman ee hae, etl 4 l 
The Tie re bene 8 


But, Cato, lend me for a while th Patience, - ** 1 % 8 
And condeſcend to hear a young Man ſpeak. | . 


1 0 4 1 O. 


My Father, when ſome Da before his ben 
He order d me to march for Uri © | 
Wes I thought not then his Death ſo neat near!) 04, 31Þ044 9101 

t oer me, preſs d me in his aged Arm, Dnadsye y + 
And as his Griefs gu way, My Son, ſaid he, © 
Whatever Fortune befall- thy thy Father, Aae 
Be Cat's Friend; he'll train thee up to Great e 
And Virtuous Deeds: Do but obſerve him well. 
Thou t ſhun Misfortunes, or thouꝰ it learn to bear fem... 

Cato. Fuba, thy F ather was a worthy W FR.3 
And merited, alas ! 'a better F ate * | 
But Heav'n thought otherwiſe. 

Juba. My Father's Fate, 

In ſpight of all the Fortitude, that ſhine's VE erte 
Before my Face, in Cato's great Example. * * 
Subdue's my Soul, and fill's my Eyes with Tears” VIS 1 

Cato. It is an honeſt Sorrow, and becomes — PR 114030 

Juba. My Father drew Reſpect from foreign Clime: 
The Kings of Africk ſought him for their Friend} DAR 201 
Kings fa remote, that rule, as Fame . rere At 1,640 
Behind the hidden Sources of the Nile, ' 9 oc xi Hg tic. 
In diſtant Worlds on t other fide the Sun : gol. Veils 10G wind 
Oft have their black'Ambaſladors appear'd, £ 
Loaden with Gifts, and fill'd the Courts'of rn 

Cato. I am no Stranger to oy, Father's Greatneſs. n 

Juba. I would not boaſt the Greatneſs of my Faber, 

But point out new Alliances to Caro. 

Had we not better leave this Utica, 

To arm Numidia in our Cauſe, and court 

Th' Aſſiſſ ance of my Father's pow'rful Friends? 

Did they know Cato, our remoteſt Kings 57 
Wou'd pour embattled Mulcitudes about hmmm 
Their ſwarthy Hoſts would darken all our Plans. 
Doubling the native Horrour of the War, CRY! 
And 9 Death more grim. | 344435: B's 

Cato. And canſt thou think . „. i e ee 
ny _ fly before the Sword of ca? et ee ins 287 3 
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Cato Tann by ft, you yon Fries mak wy Ee, * 
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What | © D 4 KK 4 W 183 S 4 5 i 7 
{ an abs b * * 
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Job. I fear to name it. 
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When firſt you rous d him to the 


Rivet the panting Savage to the Ground. | 


CAT 0: 


Marcia . inherits all ter Father's Virtues. Hil Bob 

Cato. What wen at thou fay > DEB „e 07 #6 27 1:17 4 

Jub. Cato, thou haſt a Daughter. "(4460 LAY 

Cato. Adieu, young Prince: | wou'd not hear a Word | 
Remember 


chou d leſſen thee in my Eſteem: 
The Hand of Fate is over us, and -Heavn 
Exact's Severity from all our Thoughts: 

It is not now a Time to talk of aught 


But Chains, « or Conqueſt; Liberty, or L Deb. id (Ear. 
Enter Syphar. 
$yph. How's this, my Prinee What corer d wan Conf 
You look as if yon firs Philoſopher f nd 


Hzd juſt now chid you 
Jub. Syphax, T'm | undone! 
$yph. I know it well. 
Jub. Cato thinks meanly of me. 
" $yph. And ſo will all Mankind. 
Fub. I've open d to him 


The Weakneſs of my Soul, my Love for Marcia. 


Syph. Cato's a E Perſon to entruſt 
A Love-Tale wit 
Fub. Oh, I could pi > A my Het 5 

N17 fooliſh Heart! Was ever Wretch meer r 2 

970 Alas, my Prince how are you changed 2 bung 
T've known young Juba riſe, before the Sun, | vg 
To beat the Thicket where the Tyger flept, 2 Ext! 
Or ſeek the Lion in his dreadful ur 1— 
How did the Colour mount into 8 our 12 

hace! I've Ren yew 

Ev'n in the Lybian Dog-days hunt him down, | —©=*» 
Then charge him cloſe, provoke him to the Rage wy 
Of Fangs and Claws, and ſtooping from: your Horſe | 


on, wry 

5 8 — 

1 bh o 94x 
* 8 


Fab. Prithee, no more ! bet 1 10 d we 


ob. How wou'd the old King mile D WOE Poa | 


C £F C 
Toſee you — Paws, — with Gold, 
And a the Spoils about your Shoulders! 
Jub. & yphax, we Talk (cho H ow, 
In ev'ry Word) wou d now loſe all its 
e e oo] 
Prince, I yetcou'd give you . 
Marcia mi Abt i Nill be yours. w_ 
Fuß. What ſay'ſt hoy u Heber? 
By Heav'ns, — turnſt me all into Attention. 
Hob. Marcia might ſtill be ted 
1 e 
Sy com 8 
Mounted on Steeds, unuſed to the Reſtraint 
Of Curbs or Bits, and fleeter than the Winds: 
Give but the Word, we'll ſnatch this Damſel up, 
And bear her off. . 
8 Can ſuch diſhoneſt Thoug hits © 
Riſe up in Man! wou'dſt thou >. wad my Youth 
To do an Act that wou d my Honour? 
Syph. Gode, I cou d tear my to hear you talk! 
Hopour's a fine imaginary Notion; 
That draws in raw and unexperienced Men 
To real Miſchiefs, while they hunt a Shadow. 
Jub. Wou'dſt thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruffin? 
S$yph. The boaſted Anceſtors of theſe great Men, 
Whoſe Virtues you admire, were all ſuch Roſes 
This Dread of Nations this Almighty Nom, 
That com in her wide Empires Bounds 
All under Heav'n, was founded on a Rape. $4 
Your Scipios, Caeſar's, Pompey's, and your Care's, 
Theſe Gods on h) are all the fpurious Brood 
f violated Maids, of raviſh'd Sabines. © A474 
Fab. Syphax, I fear that hoary Head of thine 
Abound's too much in our Numidian Wiles. {FW 
 Oyph. Indeed my Prince, you want to know the World, | 
Yau have not read Mankind, your Youth admire's | 
The Fhrows and Swellings of 1 Roman Soul, 


Cato's 


CO ——7*: 2 ee aca 
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Cato's bold ts, th Extravagance of Virtue: / 

Jub. If KS ledge of the World _ Man: desde. . 
May * my live in W *& mot . 
S9ph. 90 0 ure . MA bit, 

Jub. 852 muſt I tamely bear 

This Arrogance unanſwer d Thou rt a raue, 

A falſe old Traitor. | ed, 
$yph. I have gone too far. LA.. 
Jab. Cato ſhall know, the Baſeneſs of th Soul, 

Sub. I muſt appeaſe this Storm, or periſh in it. [Aſae. 

Young Prince, behold theſe Locks, that are grown m * 

Beneath a Helmet in your Father's Battels. 

Fub. Thoſe _ all ne'er protect thy Aalen A 11 

S$yph. Muſt one raſh Word, th Infirmity of _ 10th 5 
Throw down the Merit of my better Years? | dot 5 
This the Reward of a whole Life of Service! Nj 
Curſe on the Boy! How ſteadily he hears me ! (lice. 

Fub. Is it becauſe the Throne of my Fore-fathers - 

Still ſtands unfill'd, and that Namidias Crown + 
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Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe Head it ſhall encloſe, 


Thou thus preſumeſt to treat thy Prince with . cen! 
Spb. Why will you rive my Heart with ſuch Expreſſions? 
Do's not old Syphax follow you to War? 
What are his Aims? Why do's he load with Due 
His trembling Hand, — cruſh beneath a Cask 
His wrinkled Brows? What is it he aſpires to? 


ls it not this? to ſhed the ſlow Remains, 


His laſt poor Ebb of Blood in your Defence? + 
Fub. Syphax, no more! I abr not hear you talk. 
$yph. Not hear me talk! What, when my Faith to 1. 
My royal Maſter's Son, is call d in n e i» | 
My Prince may ſtrike me dead, and III be dumb: wm 
But whilſt I hve I muſt not hold my Tongue, Sad 
And languiſh out old Age in his Difpleaſure. hen 200 0 5 
Jub. Thou know ſt the Way too Wes: neo my EO 
I do __ thee loyal to thy L 'rince. ie Sd iner 55 u 
| Yph 


> 4 
4 


f. 


-——_— can I give? PRONE; 


Sb. What ho 
To do an Action which my Soul abhor's, . * 
And gain you whom you love at any Price.” 8 5 e ) 


Jab. Was this thy Motive? Tk bony wo any?! | 
S$yph. And tis for this my Prince has call'd me Traytor, 
Jub. Sure thou miſtakeſty I did not call thee fo. 

Hob. You did indeed, my Prince, you call'd nen 
Nay, further, threaten d you'd complain to Cato. 

Of what, my — wou'd you complain to Cato? 

"That Hypbax loves you, and wou'dſacrifice 
His Life, nay-more, more, his Honour in your Service. * 

Jub. Syphax, I know thou lov'ſt me, but indeed 
Thy Zeal for Jabs carried thee too far, | | 
Honorr's a ſacred Tie, the Law of Ki W os 
The noble Mind's hing 4; Belzer - AT 
That aid's and TD W 
And imitates her Actions, where the is not: a 
It ought not to be ſported with. Sn ch 5 

Fi ri when 64 min (ag age ob e. 
Tm raviſht when you 

Alas, I've hitherto been uſed-to thin Shaka 

A blind officious Zeal to ſerve my King 
The ruling Principle, that ought to burn „ 
And — al in a Su jecla Heart. 5 
Happy the People who preſerve their Honour om . 

— ſame 3 c oblige uu» yy e 2 . 

Syphax, now begin'ſt to 
att phe, a Scorn a the Nations 6 
For Breach of publick Vows. Punick Faith _ 
Is infamous, and branded to a Proverb. 9 
288 we'll join our Cares, to 3 1 555 ay 
8 tr A. — A — . © ns 58 
J ieve me, rince, you Make o 4* weep. 

To — you talk but tis with Tears 55 Joy. 

If ere your Father's Crown adorn your Brows, . 8 % 4 
Numidia will be bleſt by Cato s Lecture. N 


e 
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Fub. Syphax, thy Hand ! a _ 
The Warmth of Youth, and Frowardneſs of A 
Thy Prince eſteems thy Worth, and loves thy erſon: 
If ere the Scepter comes into my Hand, 
Syphax ſhall ſtand the ſecond i eg my Kingdom. 

$yph. Why will you overwhelm my Age with Kindneſs? 
My joy grows burdenſome, I ſha'n't ſupport it. 

ub. Syphax, farewell. I'll hence, — try to find | 
Some bleſt Occafion that may ſet me right 
In Cato's Thoughts. Fd rather have that Man EN 
Approve my Deeds, than Worlds for my legions, [Exits 


Spphax ſolus. 


Young ' Men ſoon give, and ſoon forget . 
Old Age is flow in both -A falſe old Traytor! 


Thoſe Words, raſh Boy, may chance to coſt thee dear: 
My Heart had ſtill ſome fooliſh Fondneſs for thee : 
But hence! tis gone: I give it to the Winds: — 

Cæ ſar, Im wholly thine—— 


Enter Se mpronius. 


. All hail, Sempronius ! 

Well, Cato's Senate is reſolv'd to wait 
The Fury of a Siege, before it yields; 

Semp. Syphax, we both were on the Verge of Fate: 
Le declared for Pegce, and Terms were offer d 
To Cato by a Meſſenger from Cæſar. 
Shou'd they ſubmit, ere our Deſigns are ripe, 
We both muſt periſh in the common Wreck, 
Loſt in a gen'ral undiſtinguiſht Ruin. 

S$yph.- But how ſtands Caro? 

Semp. Thou haſt ſeen Mount Atlas: | 
While Storms and Tempeſts thunder on its Brows, 
And Oceans break their-Billows at its Feet, 
It ſtands unmoved, and glorie's in its Height. 


| Such 


CO A T0 


Such is thath Man ; his = 
Riſe ſuperior See and 1njuries of — 8 


Riſes ſuperior, and-looks Gown on CA 
Spb. But what's this Meſſenger? © 
Semp. I've practis d with him, 

And found a Means to let the Victor know 

That Syphax and Sempronius are his Friends. 

But let me now examine in my Turn: 

Is Juba fixt ? | 

Ju. Yes, but it is to Cato, 

Tue try d the Force of ev'ry Reaſon on him, 

Sooth'd and carreſs'd, been angry, ſooth'd again, 

Lay'd Safety, Life, and Int'reſt in his Sight, 

But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Cato. 

Semp. Come, 'tis no Matter, weſhall do without him. 

He'll make a pretty Figure in a Triumph, 

And ſerve to trip before the ViQtor's Chariot. 

Syphax, I now may hope thou haſt forfook 
Thy Fuba's Cauſe, and witheft Marcia mine. 
yph. May ſhe be thine as faſt as thou wou'dſt have her! 
Semp. Syphax, I love that Woman; tho I curſe 

Her and my ſelf, yet ſpight of me, I love her. 

Hob. Make Cato ſure, and give up Utica, 

S 

ut axe troops d. for a "7 
Do's the Sedition catch from Man to Man, 
And run among their Ranks? 

Semp. All, all 1s ready. | a 

The factious Leaders are our Friends, that ſpread 

Murmurs and Diſcontents among the Soldiers. 

They count their toilſome Marches, long Fatigues, 

Unuſual Faſtings, and will bear no more 

This Medly of Philoſophy and War. 

Within an Hour they'll ſtorm the Senate -Houſe. 

Sb. Mean while Til draw up my Namidian Troops 

Within the Square, to exerciſe their Arms, 5 

And, as I ſee Occaſion, favour thee, 


q - i 
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32 CAT 0. 
Tlaugh to think how our unſhaken Cars 
Will Hock aghaſt, while unforeſeen Deſtruction 
Pou'rs in upon him thus from every Side. 
So, where our wide Numidien Waſts extend, 
Sudden, th' 1 1 Hurricanes deſcend, 
Wheel through the Air, in cir Eddies play, 
Tear up the s, and ſweep whole Plains away. 
The helpleſs Traveller, with wild Surprize, 
Sees the dry Deſart | around him riſe, 

And, ſmother d in the _ Whirlwind Dies. 


End of the Second Af. 
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Mare bs n to my Stare, I ave net ranged ee 
The Wilds of Life, ere I cou'd find a Friend; 


Nature firſt . to me, 
And early taught me, by her ſecret Force, 
To love thy Perſon, cre I knew thy Merit; 

Till, what was Inſtinct, grew up into Friendſhip. | 

Port. Marcus, the Friendſhips of the World are oft $6 1 

Confed'racies in Vice, or Le of Pleaſure; | 
' Ours has ſevereſt Virtue for its BHs, 

And ſuch a Friendſhip end's not but with Life. ws 

Marc. Portius, thou know 'ſt my Soul in all its Weakneſs 
Then prithee ſpare me on its tender Side, 
Indulge me but in Love, my other Paſſions 
Shall riſe and fall by Virtue's niceſt Rules. 

Port. When Love's well timed, tis not a Fault to love. 
The Strong, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the Wile, 
Sink in the ſoft Captivity together. 3s 3 
I wou'd not urge thee to diſmiſs thy Paſſion, _ 

(7 oy 'twere vain) but to ſuppreſs its Force, 

ill better Times may make it look more 

1. Alas! — — * felt 
'h' impatient Throb Longi a Soul, 

That pant's, and reache's after . — Good. 

A Lover do's not live by vulgar Time: 


Believe me Portius, in my Lucid's Abſence 
Life hang's upon me, and become's a Burden , 
. 
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I'm ten- times more undones wh ile Hope, and Fear, 


34 


And Grief, and Rage, and Love, riſe up at once, 4 

And with Variety of Pain diſtract mqgce. 
Port. What can thy Portius do to give thee Help? f 
Marc. Portius, thou oft enjoy'ſt the Fair One's : 

Then undertake my Cauſe, and plead it to her 

With all the Strength and Heats of Eloquence 

Fraternal Love and Friendſhip can inſpire. 

Tell her thy Brother languiſhe's to Death, 

And fade's away, and wither's in his Bloom ; 

That he forgets his S and lo#h's his Food. 

That Youth, and Health, and War are joyleſs to him : 

Deſcribe his anxious Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 

And all the re that thou ſee ſt me ſuffer. 
Port. Marcus, I beg thee give me nat — | as AND 

That ſuits with me fo ill. Thou krow'ſt my —_— * 
Marc. Wilt chou behold me ſinking in my Woes 2 WY 

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly Arm. 

To raiſe me from amidſt this Plungaiof Sorrows? | 
Port. Marcus, thou can'ſt not ask what I'd refuſe, 

But here believe me I've a thouſand; Reaſons——» |. 
Marc. I know thou' lt ſay my Paſſion's out of Seaſons 

That Cato's great Example and Misfortunes 

Should both conſpire to drive it from my Thoughts, | 

But what's all this to one who loves like me 

Oh Portius, Nertius, from my Soul I wih 

Thou didſt but know thy ſelf what tis to lovel 

Then wou dſt thou pity and aſſiſt thy Brother. 
Port. What ſhou' boo If 1 dilelole my Paſſion 

Our Friendſhip's at an end: If I conceal it, 

The World will call me falſe to a Friend and Brother. ban. 
Marc. But ſee where Lucia at nn, 00 

Amid the cool of yon high Marble Arch, 0: #45; 

Enjoys the Noa. Breeze! Obſerve her, Portins 2 13 

That Face, that Shape, thoſe Eyes, that Heavn of Bauer. 

Obſerve her well, and blame me if thou can ſt. 7 14 
Port. 2, 2 { anvil 8 KO ＋ beth 


" Afar: 
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Ti Did not I ſes you! „ Nene eee 4. 
Why did he fly the 1 and ſhun Profenced | 
ort. Oh, Lucia, Language is too fai r 64:4 11-4 
| He Lage of Love it prey's upori his Lifes ei #1 
His Paſſions and his Virtues lie confuſed, 
And mixt together in ſo wild a Tumult, | 
That the whole Man is quite disfigur'd nin 
Heav'ns! would one think twere pole for Love ty 
To make Tuch Rava in a noble Soul! n #4 46411 14,47 
Oh, Lucia, In eſs'd! my Heart bleeds ſor him / On 
Ev'n now, while thus | tand bleſ in t — 8 4 
And I'm unhappy, cho thou ſmileſt upon me: 1 Ge! 


Lac. How wi | 
Of Love and Friendſhip! think betimes, - Hy FR 


Our mutual Bliſs, — raiſe to ſuch a H 
Thy Brother's Griefs, as e 
Port. Alas, poor Youth hat doſt thou think, my L 
a 'rous, open, guing Mines! ö 2 
'd his Rival to ſollicit for him. «HM; 3 
Then do not ſtrike him dead with a Denial, 
But hold him up in Life, and cheer his S 
——— i 
Perhaps, when we have paſs d theſe gloomy Hours, 
And weather d out the Storm that beats upon — ' bann 7 
Lac. No, Portis, no! I'ſee thy Siſter's Team, 
Thy Father's Anguiſh, and th Brother's Death, 
In the Purſuit of our ill-fated L 15 


| a_ Portius, here I N ns to Heav'nl from) at "© 
N 0 


11 N. 
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To Heav'n; and all the Pow'rs that 2 | 
Never to mix my Plighted Hands with thine, in W e 
While ſuch a Cloud of Miſchieſa about u. . ; F211 
But to forget our Loves, and drive thee out 135 S 
From all my Thoughts, as far - E am able | 
Port. What haſt thou ſaid ! I'm thunder · ſtruck Recall 
Thoſe haſty Words, or I am loſt for ever 
Luc. Has not the Vow already paſsd my Lips ? 
The Gods have heard it, and "cis feal'd i in Heavin. 
May all the Vengeance, that,was ever pour d 
On perjur'd Heads, 9exwhelm. me, if I break 3 Pa 
4er a es 
Port. Fixt in Aſtonichment, I — — upon thee, 
Like one juſt blaſted by a-Stroak 
Who p de aud ſtiffen's, —w 
In dreadful Looks: A Monument of Wrath! 
Luc. At length I ve acted my ſevereſt Part, 
1 feel the Woman breaking in upon me, 
And melt about my Heart! my Tears will low. F1 
But oh Pl! think ne more! the Hand of Fare 
Has torn(thes: fram me, and I muſt forget thee- 
Port. Hard- hearted, cruel Maid? 
Luc. Oh ſtop thoſe Sounds, 
Thoſe killing Sous! Why doſt thou frown upon — 
My Blood run's cold, my Heart forget's to bea e. 
And Life: its ſelf goes _ at thy Diſpleaſure. 
The Gods forbid us to indulge our Loves, 
But oh ! I cannot bear thy Hate and live! 
Port. Talk not of Love, — knew For orce. 
Pve been deluded, led into a Dream 
Of fancied Bliſs. O Zxcia, cruel Maid . 
Thy dreadful Now, loaden with Death, ſtill sounds 
In my ſtunn d Ears. What ſhall 1 ſay or do? | 
Quick, let us part / Perdition's in thy Preſence, - 
And Horror dwells about thee !----- Hah, ſhe Aurel n 
Wretch that I am | what has my Raſhneſs done! 16.4 i 
Lucia, thou injur d Innocence! thou beſt 1 
And lovely'ſt of thy Sex! awake, my Lucia, Or 


C A ＋ 


Or Portivs ruſhe v om his S 0 join e. 
— Her vench not tothe ToÜm /d 
ſhut not out Society in Death! 
But Hah ! She moves] Rif wandet᷑s u ννοον ft ot 7 7 
Tannen Ga 
O Portins, ne * my 
| 1 thy Smiles! n on! 
The Faith of one Lr g f Rag ˙ 184% 
That love's thee more Ras der Were ea e boned 2 
—— What do 1 e My haif-recover'd * 8 k 11 14 1 
Forget's the Vow which m Soul is * 
ion ſtand's betwixt us! We muſt 
Port. Name not the Word, my'frighted” 
And ſtartle into Madneſs atithe d. ; 55 
Lac. What wou'dt thou haue me do? 087 GEN 7 
The Train of Ils our Love wou'd — od Tube. 
Think, Portius, think, thou ſes ſt thy d B ws * * 
Stabb d at his Heart, and all beſmear d wi Bg, 
Storming at Heav'n and thee ! Thy awfol Sire ch! * 
Sternly nd's the Cauſe, th aceurſed Cauſe,” © 1 * Kb 
That robb's' him of his Son ! poor Mei i n Al! 
Then teares her Hair, and frantiek im her Gier 
CalPs out on Lucia What cou'd Zig aufer“ . e 
Or how ſtand up in ſueb a Scene of Sẽ, un alles: nei”. 
Port. To my Confuſion; and'Eternil Grieß 
I muſt a rove the Sentence that deſtroys me. 
The Mi that hung about my Mind'olcar's up 


And now, athwart the Terrors that thy Vow 11th 
Has planted round thee, thou more ſaiv, | © * «TK 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy Chari, 6 of + co 5 Rs. 


Lovly'ſt of Women 'Heav'n is in thy Soul, 

Beauty and — ray hat ripe thee, Mt! 

8 ning each other! Thou art ald Dine : 
Portins, no more! thy Words ſhoot tho u Mein, 


Melt my Reſolves,-and turn mo all to Love. 

Why are thoſe Tears of Fondneſs in thy Rye? 

E heaves thy — Why Foelis thy/Sov] with Bore 1 
; 


— C4T 0. 


tloftens me too ee e, e, Ae 
Farewell, tho Death is in the Word, — I n 
Port. Stay, Lucia, tay ! What do'ſt thou ſay 2; Fe 
Luc. Hava I not end 11, Portiuc, thy Succeſs 
Muſt throw thy Brother on his Fate, Farewell, 
Oh, how ſhall I repeat the Word! For- ever 
Port. Thus oer the dying Lamp th 1 Flame | 
Hang's quiv'ring on a Point, leap's off by Fits, | 8 
And fall's again, as loath to quit its Hold 
| Thou muſt not be an Bol ill ores o'r they 
And can't get looſe. wen aps. 
Luc. Tf the firm Portius ſhake 
To hear of Parting, think what Lacis ſuffer 70 | 
Port. Tis true ; unruffled and ſerene I've met 
The common Accidents of Life, but here 
Such an unlook'd for Storm of Ils fall's on me, ; a 
It beat's down. all my Strength. 1 cannot 0 "A BY 
We muſt not part. bn 
Luc. What do'ſt thou ay? Not part? r 19 7 0 
Haſt thou forgot the Vow, that I have made? 1 1% 
Are there not Heav'ns and Gods and Thunder ver us?: 5 
But ſee thy Brother Marcus bend's this wa / 
I ſicken at the Sight. Once more, Farewell. 
Farewell, and know thou wrong'ſt me, if thou chinkſt_ 
Ever was eke or bs en 5 mine. I Bu deen 


Marc. Portius, | what Hopes? how lande She? AmIdoom'd 
To Life or Death? 
Port. What wau dſt thou baye me ſay? 


Marc. What mean's this ive gene chou mern lt 


| 
| 
| 


Like one amazed and te 3 
Port. I've Reaſon. ' 
Marc. Thy down-caſt Looks, and chy diſorder Thought 


My _ has found. nun 4 Gnome br 4 ip? } tits mg 


of 
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Port. I'm griev'd 1 underteook it. 
Mar. What? Jo's the bard/rous Maid infult my Het, 
My akeing Heart! and in my Pine 
That I cou d eaſt her from my Thoughts for erer??? 
Port. Away ! you're tog ſuſpicious in your Griefsy' dr NA: 
Lucia, thou ſworn never to think of e Nr 


9 1 Ne e 


e's my pres me! g's _— 75 
paſſion ben tis void of Love! 
Fool 4 was to chuſe fo cold a'Friend' © a5 01 — 
To urge my Cauſe — m Pains! yu NE 
1 n what Rhet'rick thou uſe FW va 
= Boon? She pitie's me! W teen em 1 
To Ene chat 25 8 GG Re LG Tani L BAS 1:2; 
Compaſſion's Cruelty, tis Scorn, Iris Death. 
Port. Marcus, no more! have I deſery'd this Treutment 
Marc. What have I aid! O Portias; O forgivetme! Sy 
A Soul exaſp rated in Ills falls out 90 1040, 3. A 
With ev'ry thing, its Friend, its ſelf But bah! Vi. ods 
What means that big withthe Sounds r? Hoi 
What new Alam; UNE $4] 1 100 IL 33, 
Port. A ſecond, louder yet Mt. dud ( 23} 24 3 
Swells in the Winds, and comes more full 
Marc. Oh, for ſome are Cauſe ro 
Lucia, thou haſt undone me! thy Diſdain 
Has broke my Heart: 'ris Deach muſt give 
Port. Quick, let us hence who'lnows if Care's Life 
Stand ſure? O Marcus, I am warm'd, my Heart | 
Leaps at che Trumpet's Voice, and burns for Gly? es 


L401 4; 7* 
| | Enter Sempronius with the Lane Fe, * — 
3 ne An 
7 Semp. At length he Wipe ate 

it your Care, my Friends, . | 
In it's fall Fury, and direct it right, bab or ec 
* Till it has ſpent it ſelf on Ces Heaſe . 
Mcan while Ill Il herd among his Friends, e Wag 
One 


” N * * 
8 A 4 2 
| ; - * 
* 
1 
” 


My Friends and W may 
1 Zan We lafe, Semyr N Friend, n n 


Which of 


Superior T Oils, af Jer Wei 


ey de 
Confuſion bo e * ele 105 $119k bool l 
| 40. 
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Che of the Number, that hae er a dm 


PA mw. 4.23 


_ Sempronius is . E 


2 he Khiers. Bear oldig to him * 
Be ſure 2 him down, el 10 * 1 v1 
This Da will end ous. Toila, and,giveus Rt: 
Fear nothing, for Sempronins is que Friend. vo! 
Au. 1 15 N 5 1 lr nr Url nz es Off I 

Euter Cato, Sem e Lucius, Pontius, and Marcus. 

15 ene ee ne eine 

Cato. Where are theſe bold intrepid bens of War 

That greatly turn their Backs upon the Fer 
And to their General ſend. ai brave Defiance ñ hid: 
Kemp. Curſe, en-the: Daſtard Souls, they ſtand aſtuniſb d 
RP; ice big abort wank. om) Tn 

\ Cote. Peak 


44 01 19 5017 N off 7 


| en] and-ill you this-diſhonoue * + 
Yout paſt Exploits, and ſull 
Do you confeſs avs nora Zeal 
Nor Loye of; ty geen Honduu rm 
Drew yo f 3 to ſhare the Spo bas 16971 
Of 2 Freche and Herder Provinces ee 
Fired with ſuch. Moti do well to join 
With 3 YO dude ok Ceſar's Dane Huben da 
Why did I. ape the inuenam d Aſpic s, Raga, we gd Go 
And all the: ery craters ee ee 5d dot m. 101 AT 
To ſce this Day ? Why cou d not Cato fall * vas 
Without your Guilt? Hehold, ungrateful Mon, | 


Wars? NMI tug WES 
Kane, Hon 1890 wel 


4 
. "3 


* 


Behold my Boſom naked to your Swords 10 4692 A 


And let the Man that's injurcd ſtrike the Blow. 271841 


ſuſpect s: that he Weng vn cod VV 
Or think's s he ſuffer's greater ile chan as 


Am 1 7 " ingu KaBoes)y you but T:ouss..: Neon . Au. 


Painful pre-· eminence 9 ri law wt art; 
Semp. By Heay'ns- Ain (nel oog) pt, 


ITE) 


oh Cas. 0 Ian 


Cato. Have — 2 05 0 Waſt, "= an 
Its barren you fr parch'd Earth, 7s burn Vl 80. 0 


Its tainted Airs 80 alf its Brood of ein? l weer 
Who was the firſt to explore th? rank ** 
When Life was haz arded in ev ry Step? Nan 
Or, fainting in the laborious March, een BY & 
When on the Banks of an unlook'd-for „ 8 
You ſunk the River with £ 


repeatcd Draughts, 

W ho was the laſt in all your Hoſt that thirſted ? 

Semp. If ſome penurious 3 ee 
Scanty of Waters, when you ſcoop d it dry, OOTY 
And offer'd che full Helmet up to Cats * 
Did not he daſh ch* untaſted Moiſture 
Did not he lead you through the Mid-day" Sun, 
And Clouds of 2 Did not his Temples glow 
In the ſame ſultry Winds, and ſcorching Heats ? 
Ceito. Hence worthleſs Men! Hence! AEM 

You could not undergo the Toils of War, 


+. 2 z . $. k f#5% © 


Nor bear the Hardſhips chat your. Leader bore," ON of Wi 
Luc. Sce, Cuo, ſee th unhappy Men! they wg” L, 1 
Fear, and Remorſe, and Sorrow for their Crime, a 


Appcar in ev'ry Look, and plead for Mercy, 
Cato, Learn to be honeſt Men, give up your Leader, 

And Pardon ſhall deſcend on all the reſt. 
 Semp. Cato, commit theſe Wrerches to wy Care. 
Firſt let em each be broken on the Rack,” pies | 
Then, with what Life remain's, impaled, and lefe . 
bloody Stake. 5 


To writhe at leiſure round the 

There let em hang, and taint the Southern Wind. 1 7 
The Partners of their Crime will learn Obedience, ATE 
When they look up and ſee their Fellow-Fraitors 0 
Stuckon a Fork, and black ning in dbe Buinn 

Luc. C mpronius, why, e tn ys ene 

Of wretched Men? 
Semp. How ! wou'dſt chou clear Rebellion! t 


Lucius, (good Man) pitic's the poor Offenders' 7.65 
un Mo. 07 hot _-_ 
0. 


from him? n 


0 Ae T 0. 
"Caro. Forbear, * — er — ſuffer Death, - 


But in their Deaths remember, they are 
Strain not the Laws to make their — grievous. 


Lucius, the baſe degenerate Age n 


Severity and Juſtice in ite Rigeur; 
| awes an impious, World; | 
Command's Ob .and;give's Force to Laws. 


When by juft Vengeance guilty, Mortals periſh, 
The Gods behold their Puniſhment with Pleaſure, 
a lay th! uplifted, Thunder;Bolt aſide. 
emp. Cato, I execute thy Will with. Pleaſure. 
| cab Mean-while well 'facriftice to Liberty. 
Remember, O any. Eriends, the Laws, the Rights, 
The gen'rous Plan of. Power. deliver d don. 
From Age to Age, by. your renown'd Forefathers, r. 
So dearly bought, the Price of ſo much Blood)» - 
Dun it never pexiſn in your Hands! _ 
jouſly tranſmit it to, your Children. 
D ont aq great Libe Itys inſpire. our Souls, ; 
And make our Lives ia thy Poſſeſſion happy, 


Or our Deaths, Serious in thy juſt Defence. ke. Cato, PIs 
Sempronius and the Leaders of the Mating... | 


1 Lead, Sempronius,.. you have ated like your Self; 
One wou'd have EK" ot u had been half in Earneſt. 
Semp. Villain, ſtand of [:baſe-grov'ling worthleſs Wretches 
Mongrils in Faction, poor faint-hearted Traitor? 
2 Lead. Nay, now you carry it too far, ronius : 
3 * eee none der r 
emp. now, 1114 1116y try Slaves. ume + of . 
To mix in Treaſony: if 2 Wan 751 | | 
They're thrown neglected by: Bur if it fail'ss CTadT 
Teng ke dz Kane Me . | Fort 3; 
ere, take t ious Monſters, em > 
To ſudden Death. yo! ona 71 19 8 0 { [TIOIOT Fen 1 a 1 W 
"Ms 
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S e 421807 1:1 ily 
my 137 wan 
"gif u134 A 


oe | 


Syph. Our firſt m my Friend bas DO bee, 
yy there remains an 2 to p r * 
y T are mounted: their Nami bel 
mins e Wind, and long to ſcow'r the Vat, 
Let but Sempronizs head us in our Flight, 
We'll force the Gate Where Are keeps his Fx wy 
And hew down all that would 9 our Pa 
A Day will bring us into Czſar's < 
Semp. Confuſion ! Thave are of half my Purpoſe. 
Marcia, the charming Murcia's left behind! - 
Syph. How? will Sempronius turn 3 Woman ae 
Semp. Think not thy Friend can ever feel the ſoft _ 
Unmanly * 2 _ 169 
Syphax, to clafp haughty _ 
And bend her ſtubborn Virtue to 1 Klee iN _ 
rote one Id caſt in d u 506 
ſaid! that's ſpoken like thy ſelf, Staolins.” 
What ! binder's then, but that thou find her out, 
And hurry her away by manly Force? 
Semp. But how to gain Admiſſion? for Acceſs e 
Is giv'n to none but Fuba, and her Brothers, may | x 
Sub. Thou ſhal't have Fuba's Dreſs,” and Jabs Gui 
The Doors will open, when Numidie's Prince 5 41 
Seem's to appear before the Slaves, that watch them. 
Semp. Heav'ns, what a Thought is there! Marcis's my own! 


How'will wy Boſom ſwell with anxious Joy, 17 
G 2 When 


Sin 1 
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* . i 
There — ſmil'd, pleas d with the beauteous Prize, 
Nor envy'd Fove his Sun-ſhine and his Skies. 
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Luc.” OW tell me, Marcie, tell me from thy Soul, 
If thou believ'ſt it poſſible for Woman 
To fone _ 2 5 
arc. O Lucia, Lucie, might my big 
Vent all its Griefs, and give Map n= 
Marcia cou d anſwer thee in Sighs, keep Pace 
With all thy Woes, and count out Tear for Tear. 
„ — — py 
By 7 thy Father's 
Baur which of theſe has Pow'r to charm like Porting ! 
Marc. Still muſt I beg thee not to name — 
Lucia, I like not that loud boiſfrous Man: 


Juba to all the Brav gt boldly 
74. ſoſteſt Love, and more than Female 6 
— 


might make the proudeſt of our 
Ang of „ | 


oman-kind, but Marci 
And why not M-rcia ? ( 
To hide are who know's too well 
The Ae Glow ings of a Heart in Love. 
Marc. While Cato live's, 22928 has no Right 
n 
uc. But ſhou at you to 
e Tante not thick he wills but if he loud 
thou add to all the Griefs I ſuffer ' 


fy Ille, and fancy'd Tortures? | 


CA O. 


| . the Sound of Feet they march chisWay 


Let us retire, and try if we can droẽwo' nn 8e (16 
Exch ſoſter Thought in Senſe of e Danger; :i i dN 
When Love once lead's Ad to Er " 4 e br 
4 {pight of all t N 350) 2 why pig 1 | 
oman that Deliberates is loſt. [Bream 


En nter Sempronius, dreſs'd lite] uba, with Numidian Quart, 


"of The Deer is lodg'd.. I've trackt her to her Covert. 
Be ſure you mind the Word, and when I give it, 
Ruſh in at once, and ſeize upon your Prey, _ 
Let not her Cries or Tear have Force to move ou. 
— — How will the young Numidian rave, to fee! '''/ - i 21 
His Miſtreſs loſt? If atight chu d led my Soul, voi n <a . 
Beyond th. Enjoyment of ſy bright a Prize 
> Tous be to torture that young, gay, D 1 
—— But hark, what Noiſe ! Death to my Hopes! oY 


'Y - 


'Tis Juba's ſelf! there is but one Way . an 
He muſt be murder u, and a Paſſage cut 1 145 97 I 
Through thoſe his Guards. —Hah, Daſtards, do you treadle 45 \ 
Or act like RY e n ee 
Fub. What do Lek Who's this that dares o ntl] 
The Guards and Habits of Nmidia's Prince? | Led 


Semp. One that N ee Gy Lo, Yb Ne 


Pref 3 Youth ! 


Sep. * wo {wer . Maw: acthy ett, 
Jub. Nays then bears rk own, proud, Se Mao py 


. 5 
Semp. Geena n Am al Lines doom'd' to raw 


By a Boy's Hand? difigur'd in a vie 

Numidian Dreſs, and a worthleſt W. e iw 6 
Gods, I'm Diſtracted / e 1 v8 Ic; ft oP 
5 | I men 25 bel "yl to Bod 1807 06M 0 
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O for a Peal of Thund' wou'd make 
Earth, Sea, and Airs and Heav'n, and Cato r [Die 
Juba. With what's Spring his furious Soul broke looſe, TH 
And left the Limbs ſill quit xing on the Ground! 1 
Hence let us off Slaves to Cato, 5 
That we may there at len 1 all 
| n gn, this of Fate. 
DARD | it Juba with 2 &e. 
. 
Luc. Sure 'rwas the Claſh of Swords; my. cad Heart 
Is ſo caſt down, and ſunk amidſt irs Sorro M e wall 
It throb's with Fear, and ae at ev'ry Sund. Da n . 
O Marcia, ſhou d thy Brothers for m - | I; La fel 
I die away with Horror at the Thoug 
RB 3 Lucia, ſee! here's i Blood! here's Blood and 
Hah! a Numidian ! Heav'ns es preſerve/th Prins: 4-40 1! fun, * 
| The Face lie's muffled up within the Gamnenc. . doll abe 0 
1 But hah! Death tory . 


And Purple Robes! O Gods! tis + He, tis 

Juba, the lovelieſt Youth that ever warm'd 

A Virgin's Heart, Fubs lic's dead before us! 

Luc. Now Marcia, now call up to thy Aſſiſtance. .'// 

Thy wonted Strength, and Conſtancy of Mind; nab? ” Wa Al 

Thou can'ſt not put it to a greater Tryal. A 
Marc. Lucia, look there, and Bb! "oo at my Patience, 

Have I not cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt, _ . * 

WW od my Heart with Grief,” and ron diſtratedl[- .| 1 + 85 

When em l cle or y to "give thee | mort? 

Font Talk not of Comfort, dis for ligfiter 1 


Behold « Sight, that ſtrike's #ll Comfort dead. ak 
14 19 

Dee enn „ 
Euter Jabs. EL +a 5 AA v4 W. 


y . Tow! AA give way” | \ bath T3 NCT 1 bol! 
To all the Pangs 2 of Deſpair, 


That Man, that beſt of Men, dcſerv' it from me, Jute, 


* 


48% rr 9. 


Juba, What do I hear? and was the falſe Sempronjur © | 
That beſt of Men? O had I fall'n like him FRG Ong 1 
And cou'd have thus been mourn'd, I had been 1 7 7 5 e a 

Luc. Here will I ſtand, Companion in thy Woes, / il sur 
And help thee with my Tears; when I behold _* 
A Loſs like thine, I half forget my own. 

Marc. Tis not in Fate to eaſe m one Bre 1 we 
This eropty World, to me a joy leſs * TEA oF _—_ — 
Has nothing left to make poor Marcia — AP gow! ee wag bnvor 1 

Juba. Lm on the Rack! Was he ſo near her Heart > _ 

Marc. Oh he was all made up of Love and Charms, | 
Whatever Maid cou'd wiſh, or Man admire: © 
Delight of ev'ry Eye! When he ty \ | aut 
A ſecret Pleaſure: 1 that au- himzʒzj 
But when he talk', e prolideſt Rama Pam , 
To hear his e — old Age grew wies e N. 

Fuba. I ſhall run Mad : SORE 4 

| Marc. O Fuba ! Fuba !' Fuba ! 5 Þ 

Juba. at means that Voice >- did ſhe'not call on "RIM 

Marc. Why do think on'what'he'was! he's dead! 

He's dead} and neber hnew how much I lod him. SY 
Lucia, who know's but his poor bleeding Heart anden APD 5 
Amidſt its Agonies, remember'd Marcia, 20 

And the laſt Words he utter d calld me Cruel! 
Alas, he knew not, hapleſs Youth, he knew net To | 


Marcia's whole Soul was full of Love and 74d! 10 | wot? 
Fuba. Where am I! do I live] or am indeed . 
What Marcia think's ! all is Eliſium round me ! 
Marc. Ye dear Remains of the moſt lov'd of Men! 
Nor Modeſty nor Virtue here forbid e E 32 
A laſt n While thus S 2 1 e pair] © 
— "Fubs, See, Alara Tegg01; 010125109. 352 eee 2661 e 129 
he happy Juba live's l he live! s to W % das e901.) 
hat 8 Einbrace, and to return it too „ ie SUTYL' en 
With mutual Warmth and Eagerneſs of Love. lei ba 


Marc. With Fleaſure and Amaze, Iftand Sapp, BAY 


iis $0 ebrams 2bem vor? unn 


wal | Le! Sure 


nf 3] 1h HH vanh 

hed 0 ae d war 
4336 ud ee boo bak 

| 1 Ine N „ * 


Diſguiſed like 0 


The Tale is long, CITI out, 
Thy Father know's it all. [.cou'd not bear. 


my Breaſt, has 3 30H 1800 1201 
s.in 4 10 les 231 A | 
lit from thee. os ln of adv 108 
See, Veid 1690 1 


EN a 
ror gc ny a i N 
1s indeed worth pr adn 

Such Li Ib 2 e 


2 dee fel ll owl dads | 
Marc. Believe me: Prince, before I leads..." 2511 
I did not know my- ſelf how wud Seve nn on n 

Jab. O fortunate Miſtake... i: nn nh od at, 
Marc. O happy Marci! 0% ſel 2 ir bak 
Jub. M Joy 1 wy beſt Beloved! me Wb! woal a l 


How ſhall {peak the Trapſpore of my Soul? [107 ood pins tf 
Marc. Lucis, thy Arm! Oh ler me rſt upon (th I 
The Vital Blood, that had forſook my ee ien 
pa iy again in ſuch tumultuous Tides, 5 31 123 7 a” 4. 7 


uite o'ercomes me. Lead to- 100 bald 10 
ince! I bluſh to think what ill fel A 
| = Fate has wreſted the Confeſſion from m 99C ae 

Go on, and proſper in the Paths of Honour, - ng T4 We 1 
Thy Virtue will excuſe my Faſſion for thee, H 
Ange ood e 

am "tis ol dn N . 

Fortune, thou chow now haſt made amends for all 


due H Thy 
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Tho alt Uk indneſa. 1 abſolve my, Stars. a 
What aud. Numidia add her conquer q To Tow ſ 
And Provinces to ſwell the Victor g I e 2 Kr * 
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Juba will ver at his 14 1 415 x l 
La Ceſe hae the World , if 5 Marcie's mine mine. + 10 — „N 
4 March's at 4 ih, | den 
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Enter Cato and Luci i 5 18 2 „ = + 


Luc. 1 ſtand aſtoniſt't! What, the bold Semproniur! 
That ſtill broke foremoſt through the Croud of Tn | | 
As with a Hurricane of Zeal nc, 1 8 7 
And virtuous gv n to Madne emp 10 Sumi ed 

Cato. Truſt me, Lucins,” * 11 u #10 no Shy vwd 
Our civil Diſcords have produced ſut A lag dave 
Such monſtrous Crimes, * furprve 'at nothing g 1 
— O Lucius, Lam ſick of this bad Worte! 56 * 5 to It: 


The Day-lght and the Sun 250 painful to m. 
Enter Portiui. LEADS) 2 

But fee where PoffüAtbb- $f What meat this Haſte? | [ at. 

Why are thy Looks thus changed? 33 . 1 5 


Port, My Heart is griev'd. 
I brivg fuch News as will afflict my Fattier,” ual s mn' anF 


Cato. Has Ceſar ſhed more Rane Bed? bn 2 os 
1 . e W e e bed of 
e Traytor Hyhax, as wit in t e quare | 4 pas T 
He exerciſed his Troops, the Signal 5110 s 
'E nr Soba s at once with his i N 105 2 
To the South Sa exe er 0 \ 1 
'F ſaws and « ca ta 2, 05 37 þ him,.b at in va the w. £ to f5rtbord Soft 
He toſs'd his "Arik of, 5 proudly told me,. ei. NN 
He wou'd not ſtay and perith like Sempronigs. * 
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Lait, the Torrent bears too n 
—.— gives Way to Force: the conque 007 JKOVY 
Carer Ga tas to Buligels i L 4 Wm 100 
/orld will lt debt Her C Se o 
In I to Mankind, ſubmit to Cofer,. | 
And reconcile thy Mighty Soul to Like. | 
Cato. Wou'd Lucius have 27 live to ſwell the Number 


Of Ceſar's Slaves, or b 8 
8 NA WEN 


Luc. The V OY eee 
— Tera He l 0 A 
The Virtues of Humanity are Ceſar” a brbdh 


Cato. Curſe on his Virtues! They! Fa, hy Country © 


You 9 tr gn tO 10 


Full of the mc di p Bu ; 7.4 40 on ori 45a8 
Lac. Alas, 3 
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Cato. What's thy Crime? 7g of ret hd N 
Sr 1 vE Bitte les 24051 Ns 11d 1 
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Juba. What ſhall I anſwer thee? my raviſſi d Heat el 
Oerſlows with ſecret Joy: Id rather ain 
Thy Praiſe, ber chan Namide's Lat., > 169 9 «dF 
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Port. Misfortune on Misfortune! Grief o on Grief! ! 
My Brother Marcur— i ved 
NY Cato. Hah! what has he dna? IA 5 | mad 1 2 x wr 
Has he forſook his Poſt ? has he giv'n n 5 
Did he look tamely on, and let em paſs ? 

Port. San thai Liafein Father, but 1 met him ne 
Born on the Shields of his ſurviving Soldiers = 


Breathleſs and and 2 with Wounds... wid 3011 
8 at the Head of his few faithful Friends, | Þ: _ _ 
ood the Shock of a whole Eloſt - «M5414 ors 
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His Sword had pierc d through the falſe Heart 

Yonder he lie s. I faw the hoary I ob- Rat Stk 

Grin in the Pangs of Death, — dite the Ground. 
Cato. Thanks to the Gods! my Boy has done bs b. 

Portius, when I am deadsbefure thou place i a 

His Urne near mine. 14 ak: 4 Jes N 4A AT 
Port. Long may thay keep afander li, is Sto 
Luc. O Cato, arm thy Soul with all 8 | 

See where the Corps of eee af 
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The Citizens and Senators, alarm' d, S 
Have gatlicr'd-round it, and attend it weepinge. +. O ed. 
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The bloody Coarſe, and count thoſe Þ & h 
Who wou'd not be that 1 2 what wit Jun wollts 
That we can die but ono to ſeros our ann voT 
Why fit's this Sadneſs on your Brome, my Friends > | 
I ſhou'd have bluſh'd if Cato Houſe had Rood 
Secure, and flouriſh'd in a Civil War. | 
——-Portiss, behold thy Brother, and remember 
Thy Life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 
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O Liberty! O Virtue! Om 
Juba. Behold that upright Man! 


Cato. Whate er the Roman Virwohabdlt, ro wwYP * 
The Sut's whole Courſe, the Dap und hr Gf, nc 11 
For him the ſelſ- devoted Dori y 7 v5 aff ane 
The Fabii fell, and the great , ach ni und 
Ev'n Pompey fought for Ceſar. Oh my Friends“! 
How is the Toil of Fate, the Werk of dw tal Pooooe 
The Roman Empire fall'n! O curſt iin!!! 
Fall'n into Ceſar's Hands | Our great Pre- Fathers 
Had left him 'to — but His C FO: Aud 

Juba. While Cato lives, Caſ will bluſh 80 
Mankind enſlaved, and be aſhamed of Empire: : 
Cato. Ceſar aſhamed! Has not due den 
Lac. cn tis Time thou fave 8 and -_ | 
Cato. Loſe not a Thought nm Im out of Danger. 
Heav'n will not leave me in the Victor Hand. i oe. 

Czxfar ſhall never ſay ve conquer'd C. 
ut oh! my Friends, your Set n Hents d 11 41 * 
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Shou d I adviſe thee to x7 
Or ſeek the Conqueror? ——— 
Jub. If 1 forſake N | 7 
Whilſt I have Life, may Heav'n abandon Fubs! 
Cato. Thy Virtues, — if I foreſce aright, 
Will one Day make thee Great; at Rome, hereafter, 
*T will be no Crime to have * Cato's Friend. 
Portius, — 2 near! My Son, thou oft haſt ſeen 


Thy Sire engaged in a corrupted State. 
me ime 


Wreſtling with Vihar 2 Net 


pent, overpow 
1 me adviſe thee to retreat betimes 


To thy Paternal Seat, the Sabine Field, | 
Where the great Cenſor toil'd with his own Hands, 
And all our frugal Anceſtors were bleſs'd 
In humble Virtues, and a Rural Life. 
There live retired, pray for the Peace of Rome, 
Wien diere and impiois Men bear s. y. 
pious — —— 
The Poſt of Honour is a private Station. 

Port. L hope, my Father does not recommend 
A Life to Portius, that he ſcorns himſelf. 

Cato. Farewel, my Friends! if there be any of you 
That dares riot truſt the ViRor's Clemency, 
25 there are Ships prepared by my Command, 
Sails already op ning to the Winds) 
Leonvey you to the wiſht-for Port. 
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Cato ſolus, fitting in's thoughtful P 
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Plato's Book on the Immortality of the Soul. 
Sword on the Table by bins. 


T muſt be ſo—P, afo, thou reaſon'lt welll — 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond Deſire, 
This Longing after Immortality ? 
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Or whence this ſecret Dread, and .inward Horror, 
Of Alliog into Nought? Why {hrioks the Soul 


Back on 


er ſelf, and ſtartles at Deſtrution? 


_ "Tis the Divinity that ſtir's within us; 


*Tis Heav'n its ſelf, that point*sout an 


And intimate's Eternity to Man. 
Eternity! thou pleaſing, dreadful, Thought! 
"Through what Variety of untry'd Being, 

Through what new Scenes and Changes muſt we paſs! 
The wide, th' unbounded Proſpect, lie's before me; 
But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs, reſt upon it. 
Here will 1 hold. If there's a Pow'r above us, 


And that there is all Nature cries aloud fi 
rough all her Works) He muſt delight in Virtues 


And that which he delights in muſt be happy. 
But when! or where l- This World was made for Ceſar. 
Tm weary of Conjectures This muſt end em. 
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This in a Moment brings me to m Bad: 
But this inform's me I ſhalt never d, 1.3 
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Port. O Sir, f. your Son, * 
Whoſe Grief vb — —_— Father | 
How am I ſure it is not the laſt T 
I cer ſhall eall you ſo! Be nat Jifol #212 r on OS. 
O de not angry with me whilſt I weep,” 1 ws beer lit eil 
And, in the Anguiſh of my Heart, beſeech you) - Fiat art 
To quit the dreadful Purpoſe of your Soul. © 

Cato. Thou haſt been ever — and — [Embracing bi 
Weep not, my Son. All will be well BR ** 
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* fuecou o_ oy preſerve his 
ort. Your Wor 4 dreops 8 

Cato. Purtius, thou may'ſt rely way od 
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O Marcia, O's my ”"—_ ail there's Hope! 
Our F ather will not caſt away a Life 
So needful to u all, and to his Country. 
He is retired to Reſt, and ſeems to cheriſh. "$64 6? 
Thoughts full of Peace. He has diſpatcht me ebe a 27 She 
With Orders, that beſpeak a Mind compoſed, 5 
And ſtudious for the Safety of his F erty: 
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© Marcia, take care that none diſturb his 8 [Exit. 
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+ Ze, Alas, | tremblewhen I IT ax 
In every View, inven, Thought Lteandle! | ver. 
Cato is ſterny and awful as a God, 1 
He knows not don w wink uc Bamse Frailey, ..+ * U 
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Marc. Though 
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In the ſame intricate, perplex'd, Diſtreſs. 
99 of Fate, that has deſtroy d 

Brother Marcus, whom we both lament OR 
"Noe And ever ſhall lament, - unhappy Youth! ff 
Luc. Has ſet my Soul at large, and now I fand | {© E 
Looſe of my Vow. But who knows Cato's Though 
Who know's how yet he may diſpoſe of Portins, . 
Or how he has determim d of thy ſeiſs ? 

Marc. Let him bur live! commit the rſt to Hear. 
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Luc. UTI" Man! 
O Marcia, I have ſeen thy Godlike Father: 


Some Pow r inviſible ſupport s his Soul, 
And bear's it ee El eee kin: 
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I ſaw him ſtretcht at Eaſe, his Fancy loſt 

In pleafing Dreams; as I drew. near his Couch, 

He ſmiled, and cry d, Ceſar _ can'ſt not hurt me. fy 
Marc. His Mind hill A with ſome dreadful Thought. 
Luc. Lucia, why all this Grief, theſe Floods of Sorrow > 

Dry up thy Tears, my Child, we all are ſafe \ 

While Cato le, Preſence will U F 


Enter Juba. | 


Juba. Lucius, 6 viewing 
The Number, Strength, and Poſture of our 1 
Who now encamp within a ſhort Hour's March. 
On the hi Badge of yon bright Weſtern Tower | 
We kenn them from afar, the ſetting sun 
Plays on their ſhining Arms and burniſh'd Helmets, 
And cover's all the Field with Gleams of Fire 

Luc. Marcia, tis time we ſhou'd awake thy Farher 

Ceſar is ſtill diſpoſed to g we us Terms, = 
And waits at Dilance ll he hears fr from Care, 
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My Fa N F ia to the * where now" 
ather's Fri impatient for a Paſſages | 1 941 

| Ah the ling ring Winds, a Sail arrived 
From Pompey's — who through the Realms af Spas 
Call's out for Yonge eance on his Father's Death, 
And rouſe's the whole Nation up to Arms. 
Were Cato at their Head, once more might Rome: | 
Aſſert her Rights, and: claim her Liberty. | 
But heark! What mean's that Groan! ge me ways | 
And let me fly into my. Father's Preſence. 1 

Luc. Cato, amidſt —ů— chinks on Rome, 
And 1 in the wild Diſorder of his Soul 
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Port. O Sight of Woe! © | 
O Marcia, what we fear'd is come „l e 31 
Cats is fall'n upon hiv Sued ĩ ba 
Hide all che Henonnzief thy dead Take, | ene 
And let us gueſe the reſt ie en 
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He paſp's for Breath, and, an his Life flow fev hit, Th fn 
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Cato br 807 forward in bis Chair. 
Cato. Here ſet me Pie 7 
Portius come near me are my Friends embark'd? 


Can an dof for their ice 2. 
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Let Les hi our Friendſhip live between our Children z 
* Portius ha — in an Da hter Lucia. 
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Wov'd match'd bis with a King, 
Bat Cele Al rims have is Danghter allDiſtigtiong 4 
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| m fick ; to Death——O when ſhall I get | 
From this vain World, th Abode of Guilt and Sorrow. 
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The beſt may Erre, but you are Good, and 1 0 ie 
Luc. There fled 7 greateſt Soul that ever warm eg 
A. Roman Breaſt. O Cato! O my Frien AD eee + 
Thy Win ſhall be religioulfy obſerv'd. Po hank 
But let us bear this#wful'Corps to Ceſar, * 13 SUP. 4 15 23 

And lay it in his Sight, that it may ſtand © io en 063.» 
A Fence betwixt us and the Victor: Wrath. en 
Cato, tho” dead, ſhall ſtill protect his Fri ende. 
From hence, let fierce contending Nations know, ..... N 
What dire Effects from Civil Diſcord flow. Waden 
Tis this that ſhakes our LV Country with — ede et . 
And gives up Rome a Prey to | 
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Produces Fraud, and Cracks: es <a R 
And robb the Guilty W World of Cars Life. * n „„ 
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Whe uod not Iten ben young Levers usb, * 'vq 

But die 4 Maid, yet eee eee Laws, . . tab 
Ladies are often cruel ta , eee It wil bag 
To give you Pain, themſehoes hey pain, :* 1 a. 8 
Vows of Virginity b well be weighs; e 1 5 W 
Too oft they've runcellu, the” 1 er ey: nt 
Wou'd you revenge ſuch raſh. Reſolues -N vie e „ t uh 
Be ſdighrful—and believe the ebing wwe ſay, „ Br "''Y Fo 
How needleſs, if you know , wire our N 
Let Dove have Eyes, end Bronty lit iws Boe. 
Our Hearts are forma, as you your ſebves wou'd chuſe, 
Too proud to ack, too humble to refuſe: 
We give to Merit, and to Wealth we ſell, + 
He ſighs with m Sueceſt that ſettles well. © 
The Woes of Wedlock with the Joys we mix; 
'Tis beſt repenting in 4 Coach and ſix. 

Blame not our Conduct, ſince we but purſue 
Thoſe lively Leſſons we have learn d from you : 
Tour Breafts no more the Fire of Beauty warms, 
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Teſhell in Shaw, and ts Mretob in State? * 
Ay Plays you gle, at the Ring you bow 4 5 
Even Churt bei are no SantFuaries now. ＋* 


There, len Lair al your Fews retvive ; 
She is no Goddeſs that has nought to give. 


Ob, may once more the happy Age appear, 


When Words wenpartitfs, and the Thoughts fngere ; 
When Gold and Grandeur were unenvy'd Things, 
And Courts leſs coveted than Greves and Springs. 
Zove then ſball only mourn when Truth complains, 
Aid Conſlaney fret Franſport in its Chains, _. 
Sig hs with Succeſs their own foft Anguiſh tell, | 5 ; 


| £ And Fyes ſhalt utter what the Lips conceal: 15 A | 
Virtus again to its bright Station __ 1 


<And Beauty fear no Enemy but Time. 
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